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then by attraction. He smiled as well as he
could, but with effort; it was the srrfile of a sick
man who knows himself incurable, and tries to
forget it for an instant, at least to make others
forget it. Poor, charming soul, perishing like a
frail flower : the world's temperature was too rough
for it; and the moral law, which should have
supported it, tore it with its thorns '. Add to
this the pet hares, the garden, the country walks
and fireside talks, with which he filled his waking
life, and we are ready to read his poetry in the
spirit in which it was conceived, as the innocent
recreation of a mind distracted by terrors self-
evolved.

And how fresh and simple is his verse, though
so little later than Pope's :

Oh, that those lips had language! Life has passed
With me but roughly since I heard thee last.

On the Receipt of my Mother's Picture.

John Gilpin was a citizen

Of credit and renown,
A train-band captain eke was he

Of famous London town.

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear,

' Though wedded we have been
These thrice ten tedious years, yet we

No holiday have seen '.

John Gilpin.

God moves in a mysterious way

His wonders to perform ;
He plants His footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

Light Shining out of Darkness *.

* From the* Otaey Hymns ', written with John Newton,
'   contributions being signed ' C '.